42       THE PLEASURES OF POETRY
is a very lovely one, in spite of the (involuntary
1 believe) clumsiness of suet lines as
" Where He the huge sea-monsters wracks."
The poem is beautiful because of its rich
and leafy imagery, because of its luxuriance.
It may be less flawless in diction than certain
of HerricFs poems, but, had it remained
unwritten, the loss to poetry would have been
greater than the loss of all HerricFs poems.
In its way, this poein is as lovely as the much
more perfect The Nymph Complaining for
the Death of her Fawn, in which the lightness,
innocence, and naivete of the versification fit
the subject^ seem inevitable. Marvell has
enriched our memory with as many unforget-
table lines as any poet excepting, perhaps,
Shakespeare, Milton and Pope. Who could
forget:
"Ohelp! Ohelp! I see it faint
And die as calmly as a saint!
See how it weeps ! the tears do come
Sad? slowly? dropping like a gum.
So weeps the wounded balsam ; so
The holy frankincense doth flow ;
The brotherless Heliades
Melt in such amber tears as these."